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Nargles in the Dark 
**Hobbit/LOTR Crossover - One shot. ** 

**Disclaimer; I took direct lines from the Hobbit to make this one 
shot - so anything familiar there is not my work. I did try make 
Luna's dialogue as fresh and original as possible. Gollum is much the 
same as ever. ** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Their word game had gone on far longer than he would have liked, 
but <em>it ' s tricksy, precious, tricksy. <em> She had answered each 
riddle too easily, though she spoke in a strange way, just as 
unnatural as her golden hair and the strange cat like creature 
perched on her head. "What have I got in my pocket?" her lips moved, 
but that was not was interested him. She was soft, and fleshly, a 
right good meal, _isn't she prescious._ Instead of a sword or dagger, 
she instead pointed a small, thin, stick at his face. _Can I bites 
it, prescious? Snaps it in two?_ 

"Not fair! Not fair!" he hissed. "It isn't fair, my prescious, is it, 
to ask us what it's got in its nasty little pocketet ses ? " 

The human girl, with her long blond hair and eyes of silver grey that 
insulted his mind, pursed her lips as she tilted her head. "What have 
I got in my pocket?" She repeated, the voice light as airy as the hot 
pink bow that sat atop of her head. 

"S-s-s-s-s, " He whispered, the amber yellow orbs moving in the 
darkness, watching the girl intently. He had seen humans before, but 
never ones so strangely dressed. Long black cloth seemed to surround 
her, riddled with curious smells. "It must give us three guesses, my 



prescious, three guesses." 

"Yes." The lovegoodgirl replied easily, her stick still pointing at 
him . 

"Handses." he hissed, circling her slowly; watching as she shook her 
head with a small smile. "S-s-s-s, " hissing again, he breathed in the 
smell of the flesh, heard the faint thrum of her heart in her chest. 
_It 1 s juicy, my prescious, I knows it._ "Knife." 

Again the girl shook her head, smiled widely now. "You only have one 
guess left you now." 

Crouching low to the ground, he narrowed his eyes at her a€" just 
breathing in and out as he thought. "You are running out of time, you 
know." gently reminding him. 

"String, or nothing!" the sharp tone of his voice masked the movement 
of stone against stone, the rock settling easily into his hand. 

"You would have a better chance of guessing nargles, " she replied 
calmly, shaking her head. "But in any case, you are wrong." He 
grumbled and hissed as he continued to move. "Will you show me the 
way out now, I would greatly like to be going." 

There was a moment of silence as he thought about what he had 
promised. "I takes it, I takes it, precious, out of the cavern. Just 
like I promised." She seemed relieved, her shoulders slumped 
backwards a little. He moved, slinking back into the shadows to reach 
for it, his fingers not touching what he knew should lie on his skin. 
"Lost!" he howled, "Losst it is, my precious, lost lost! Curse us and 
crush us, my precious is lost!" 

"Have you lost something?" the airy, young voice asked. 

"What's it got in it's pockets." he hissed, sinking back further into 
darkness; sour yellow eyes scanning the rocks as it's putrid breath 
hissed slowly in and out of it's mouth. Crawling up the rock face 
behind her, he leapt. 

The blond head spun, her lips moving in a language he did not know as 
his fingers stretched out for her throat. "Immobulus!" A blue light 
spun towards him, blinding him. He would have howled, but found 
himself rendered still, regardless of his fighting. _What has it done 
to us precious? Whats it done?_ 

Drums in the darkness made her jump, and she spent no more time 
lingering the dark. She must have seen his fingers start to twitch, 
the spell not holding as it should have; causing her to flee quickly 
out of his sight. The first time he regained was his voice, in which 
he used to shout his anger at her. "Thief! Thief! Lovegoods ! We hates 
it, we hates it, we hates it forever!" 


End 
f ile . 



